7&e Tr Age die of 

But for thy world enioying but this land, 

Is it not more then (hame to fhame it fo? 

Land-lord ofEngland art thou now not, not King, 

Thy ftate ofla w is bondflaue to the law, 

And thou. 

Km?. Ah lunaticke leanc-witted foofc. 

Prefuming on an Agues priuiledge, 

Dareft with thy frozen admonition 
Makepale our cheeke, chafing the roySil blood 
-With furie from his natiue rcfidence. 

Now by my Scales right royallmaieftic 
Wert thou not brother to great Edwards fonne, 
Thistonguethatrunnesfo roundly in thy head, 
Should runnethy head from thy vnreuerent fhoulders. 

Gaunt .Oh.fpare me not my brother Edwards fonne, 
For that I was his father Edwards fonne : 

That blood alrcady,!ike the Pellican, 

Haft thou tapt and drunkenly carowft: 

My brother Gloetfier, plaine wcll meaningfeule, 
Whom faire befall in heauen mongft happy foules. 
May be a prefident and witnes good. 

That thou rcfpeftftnot fpilling Edwards blood. 

Ioyne with the prefent ficknes that I haue. 

And thy vnkindnes be like crooked age. 

To crop atonce atoo Tong withered flower. 

Line in thy fhame, but die not fhame vvith thee : 

Thefc Wordes hereafter,thy tormentors be: 

Conuay me to my bed, then to my graue, 

Louc they toliuc,thatloue and honour haue. 


King. Andletthemdie,thatageand fullenshaue, 
For both haft thou, and both become the graue. 

Yorks. I do befeech your Maieftie impute his words 
To wayward ficklynes and age in him : 

Hcloues you on my life, and holdes you dccre. 

As Harry Duke of Hcrford, were hcheere. 

King. Right,you fay true*, as Htrftrds ioue,fo his : 
As thdrs/omiae, and ocasit is. 


2 '{trek. 



tiebdrd the Second. 

Strth. My Liege, old Cjamm commends h im to your Ma- 

King, ’What fay cs lice? (ieftic* 

7[errh. Nothing, all is faydy 
Hi* tongueis now a ftringleflc inftrument, 
Wardes,{ife,an<iall,old Uncafler hath fpent. 

Tork- Be r or ke the next that muft be b anckrout fo. 
Though Death be poore, it ends a mortall wo. 

Km*. The ripeft Fruite firft fallcs, and fo doth he* 

His time is fpent, our pilgrimagemuft be : 
go much for that. Now for our Irtfi W arres : 

We muft fupplant thofe rough rug-headed kernes. 

Which liuclike venome,whereno venome elfe 
Butonelythey,hauey>riuiledgetoliue. , 

And for thefc great affay res doaske fomc charge. 

Towards our afsi ftan cc we dofeaze to vs. 

The Plate, Coync,Reueneues/and moueables 
"Whereof our Vnckle Cjauni Aid ftandpofleft. 

Yorke. How long fhall I be patient? Ah how long 
Shall tender, duetiemakeme fuffer wrong? 

NotGlocefters death.nor Hcrfords banifhment. 

Nor Gaunts rebukes, nor Englands priuatc wrongs. 

Nor the preuention of pooreBulhngbrooke 
About his marriage, nor my o-wne difgracc, ’ 

Haue euer made me fowermy patient chcekc, ' 

Or bend one wrinckle on my Soueraigues face: 

I am the laft ofthe noble Edwards fonnes, 

Of whom thy father Prince ofWalcs was firft. 

In Warre, was neuerLion ragde more fierce: 

In Peace, was neuer gentle Lambe more mildc 
Then was that young and princely Gentleman : 

His face thou haft, for euen fo lookthe, 

Accomplifht with a number of thy houres j 
But when he frowned, it wasagainflthe-French, 

And notagainft his Friendes : his noblehand 
Did winne what hc-did fpend, and fpent not drat 
Which his triumphant Fathers hand had \yonne: 

His hands were guiltic ofno kinred blood. 

But bloody with the enemies of his kinne. 

i) Ofa 
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